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‘frouble<the-Tlonse~~A Legend of better or worse, even with a promised por-| “ They call me Trouble-the-house,” replied ! the brim with brandy, before him. Petes

fivenin.

Onee wpon a time there lived in the pro-
vince ol 1.,!\‘»1-..'1. @ cerlaln peasand, !I".I.].'Il
Peter Beteki.  Peter had no relation that he
ke of in thiz world, but his mother, Shis
and Hee Besband had come Feovin Coneland
lone geo, when they wers marrie 1« bt th

;ui-J (bl By il '1l‘ nts | 9. I Ll
fine of onr ] | old Roskin and her

n lived In oo hin of pne logs hie had
bttty on the land : ¢ ONL iz,
T he boyer K rielih Lt L el and ane
el nobility of Russip,  His 1 0rs
founlit against the Mongols, and held office
ander Tvan the Terob! They wers sald to
have boen ttel, but 1 { their wealth had
tlescend d. for thvre was not poarer « tate
or a more prudently supplied Aof 1 '-?_a'.‘
TIPON L Theodors Nicklewitz sowetd 1S
own hemyp and v mowsl s m i'l‘ir]\'\'?.
and et a i;--r!-i L .\.‘1!1.11!-- to the reapers an -'I‘;-‘
Larvest time : while his wife and two dangh-
ters hirewed qurss, bak d e 5, [reserv-
ol everyvthing, from cranberies 1o caviare,
apainst the wante ndl gpun with eir
maids  2renl I""."' ol varil Jur sawe 1o L
castory mierchisll (s,

In short th was work fur man vl maii
at e fiof ; but the quiass W s always strong.
vhe holiduys were well kept there. and most
of the 1«-:;=x-.i.- thought it :n‘ el i the
ureal hatl wortih having, wien the snow was
deep at Livoma, 5 ::I-IE«-'-\'. Peter and his
mothier preferred the old cottuge. It was
hutlt, as we have 11 of pme logs, out of
which woere cut . door, and window, the

latter glased so 10 speak, with a sheet ol
hin gutea: the rool was of wattles, over-
laid a vard decp with turf and clav, and as

mer.  Their prop-

greetl 45 o meadony s
civ, besudes and n pateh of rye-
,I'-_:'J:; I, cOnsis { of a loom, i s10y LEpin-
uing-wheel, and a chest, wh e were latd
up the Sunday clollivs ditil j.. s ',1'..‘!.-1'
had left Lim, and ' which old Roskin
liad inlie {vom her mother. They were
free peasants of the { Crecminie rad long

tledd in Counrland. N0 bover owned or
inatntainad them : but Koskin was a noble
sninner. amd Petes had few equals at the
"Irm'is-.a'.i,'-lr-i :‘i-’:‘.‘.l {1 i s Petor Latski
Kuew nothi _booes he hed 0 VET seen,
exeept in church @ and the Oni dueation
his moth=r gave ilm w My son be hon-
vst, and trust in trod

Under that brief, but often repeated Tosson,
Peter grew up, one of ' sons i the
provinge. It wis s X L opinion, thiat no
womsn o eartl s mother in
know Ll ¢, Rt Lis 'I -A -‘||.||_|._';
hestdes sl | ) and
1 1o him. Thouegh poor, they had been
happy together in the log cabin. whose tent,

us well as of the eye-fichd, was paid in bard
cork 1o the thrifty boyur.  In sumnerand
harvest time, Peter wis bowiil todevate cer-
1-1'-.| davs t I:il._ 1 Vils - Prdkin «nun at the
/ winter evenines: while her son made
Dslets, nets and fishi ehle, always get
T & he could to the wheel turned
’ i 4

viga, whose {t blne oves, and
light haiv had turmed the heads of
Y ¥ \ v her opehiba Yo I oo
halt s in . hborhood, Lik
Petor, Nica wus an only ehild, but ‘ ath
had taken away her nother.  iler father,
Al KT oy, Aty

Honest {van, as e P R i1 : it 'fl.l . was
v stant old boor, wh wved wood In sum-
mes. in the forest, and in winter at the hot
he arud hisaxe belonged 1o the bovar,  Niga,
of course. was a born serl, but old Roskin
T o) ) 1 make a good wile. Peter
said she would make a goo ! {el
thouzht so too ; and the wedding crowns of|
gilt paper, Kept 1o the Beinaboring Ehrel,
would have been required but for the scheme
1 tpry I 1 ' "

of their common master. s old nurse

before, leaving an un-
] boyar had

had died some vears
married danghier, 1ot _ |
311 mised to proy ide : and, 1o do hitm j'.]*ﬁ.\t'-‘,!
he tried to find her o husband ; but Ratinka |
had become so notable for tongue and tem- |

wiom iu

per throughout th porish, that neither 5"rf‘ri:;p, for he could see nobody, * Who are state.
yvou 7"

nor freeman could be induced to take her for|

| LDAC

feountry by

a sharp, shrill voice

t1on ol 1‘.'.'-'11'-_\ silver rubles,
All his own serfs were unfortunately mar

ried. Theodore Nicklewitz had, therefore,
fixed his evee on Peter as the only chance
for Ratipka; and as neither he nor his
mother liked to leave the old colfage, and

they conld not buy Niga's treedom, the young

man was obliged to content himselt with
wvotding his intended Spouse as far as pos-
sible. When things were in this state. a

conrier from St Petersburgl
at the haof with great intelligence.
ku"}._ll"* tather, who,
the ehurch, and
army, had degraded himself in
of his relations
a cormn merchant, Of eourse he was regard-
ed asa blot in thee heon ; no one spoke
of him Christmas; but the man
lived long. gathered money, retired from bu-
siness, and died in his country-house, near
liga, very old, rich, and intestate.
Theodore Nicklewitz was Liis nearest heir,

mer s day
A vounger brothier ol the
having uo estate. nol liking
‘|1| less (he
the eyes €0 iar as 10 become
scuUle

aut

iy 11

and an honest lawyer (we are writing of
olden times) sent him word to come and
take posssession. It was an event in the

for he had never been so far from
home lie sent for the priest—made his
will, and took five gtaut men to guard him.
Poter's master obtained his inheritance ; but
so mieh tinie was spent in proyving himself
the heir necording 1o law, and in hunting
up the old merchant's money where it lay
in bonks and bonds, that the corn was reaped

havar's life,

TR
TR

and housed, the snow had fallen, the frost|

set in, and there was safe travelling over
and river, before Theodore Nicklewitz,
W ['.El ih-'. _-_4.;.,!_._ and chaitles III,‘ ill" I.]i.-'rfilr(h:i,‘l
relative, gcuthered to the last rag, and packed
on sundry sledges, drove home to his careful
family.

Hall his servants had been sent for to
help in that home-brnuging, and among the
rest, Peter Letski, The sledge he drove was
a lllr!'rl-'.'.'-.l one, and ‘-"lnl"“i'-’ll’ ) on
which secount it was placed under his care,

Crazy,

for Peter was a prudent driver. For the
same reason, the goods packed in it, were
the very gleanings of the merchant’s coun-
try-house—old coats, shattered crockery, and
odds sl ends of all sorts, which the bovar
thought might be uselul some day. Peter's

horse was borrowed algo, and lazy with long
ervice,  VYigilanes and exertions on the dri-
ver's part were required to keepup with the
company. Night had fallen en them when
fur from ewd of their journcy, but mas-
ter nnd man went merrily on throngh the
keen aud clear starlight, They were
bringing goods and money to the hof; the
boyar wonld be a rich man now ; the serfs
looked for more ! and

te

tro=!
1rosi

liberal house-keeping ;
Peter began o speenlate on the probabilities
of Ratinka's getting married.  The old horse
was going steadily : he deew his wolf-skin
cloak clozer ar and one dream,
mavbe, f{ollows i his brain,
till a suitor was found, Ratinka disposed of,
and Niea and himself dancing at her wed-
ding.
llere a
his sleds
Peter start up and rub his eyes,

Y 3.
i 4,

Yy

( apotlagr throug

soninil of somebody —'1r'|11:i11~,: into
among the rags and crockerv, mads
No one

was there—but lie had been asleep and
{dreaming. The horse left to its own disere-
tion, had been distanced by the whele com-
nany. Peter eould not hear the sound of

sledge-bells. but he knew they were not
three versts from home, for on his right l.a_r
a ruined castle. where, it 1s satd, a covelous
bishop - lived long ago, and oppressed the
exacting tithes and dues, till the

northern heathens took the castle, and hang
ed him. Its roofless walls stood gray and

lonely on the frozen plain.  Peter urged his
horse onward till they were fairly left behind;
but, just as lie drew up his cloak once morve,
and settled himself to go home comtortably,
at liis very side zaid :
“ That's a fine night. Peter Lotski.”

“1t i8,” said Peter, his hair beginning to

pareived one sum-|

‘.ll"‘ \"Ji‘.'".

“It is an odd name, friend,”
*Where did you come from 7°

‘ Never mind where | came from,” said
the voice in a gtill sharper tone.  * I'm going
home to the hof with youand the rest ol
this fine legacy.”

Peter was frghtened into silence by this
statement ; he would bave jumped ont, but
the old horse had suddenly quickened his
pace to a full gallop, and the sledge flew
over the snow so [ast that the Jights of the
hof were in sight; and in a minute more
Peter was through the timber-gate and in the
yvard, where the rest of the company were
rapidly unloading,.

livery man from the boyvar downward, in-
quired what had frigatened Lis horse, for the
creature stood trembling, Peter didn’t care to
tell them, but there was no sledge in the yard
more quickly emptiedthan his own, Nothing
but the rags and crockery could Peter
see, though he thought there was a kind of
rustle in the rye straw as the last old pot
came out, and a queer sound of stumping
steps going in before them all to the great
kitchen, where a supper, which satisfied
even the serf’s expectations, awaited them.

There was no want of brawn, sour cab-
bage, and hard cheese, on that long table, at
which, after old Livonian fashion, master
and servant sat according to rank; vet the
feast did not go off as jovonsly as might
have been expected, The voungest daughter
broke a china bowl whiech had been in the
family for fifty yvears—that upset the boyar-
deen ; the boyar became so critical before
the bottle of corn brandy on his right was
quite empty, that he found fault with every
thing caid or done ; and all agreed that Peter
Letski did no justice to himself or supper.

Peter lost no time in relating the cause
of that unwonted neglect to his mother when
safe in their own cottage; and after minute
inquiries touching what he had to drink on
the road, old Roskin =aid she never heard of
such a traveler inall the tales of Courland—
one didu't know what come with a corn
merchant’s legacy ; but her advice was to
keep story between themselves until
Father Michael, their priest, should return
from visiting his brother in Upper Lithur-
nia, which would certainly take place before
Christmas. His mother's advice was Peter’s
law.

He went on threshing, basket-making, and
sleeping, as in other winters ; old Roskin,
too, spun as usual at the hef, but the hof
was not the place it had been, 1ts industri-

said Peter,

Lhne

ons quiet had been broken to bring home|

The

the

that legaey, and could not be restored.
servauts grumbled for stronger quass;
daugliters repined for new dresses ;
ardeen grew more careful thanever; and the
boyar thought every man wus stealing.—
Then there were grand visitors, counts and
barons, who came from leagues away, and
had to be entertained in the great parlor,
never before opened except for wedding
I Amone them was a certain Connt
Ratschoil, who would have married Theo-
dore’s
could never come to an understanding on
the subjeet of her dowry.® However the
Count had been in St. Petersburgh seven
years, looking aflter a legacy he did not get,
and having some knowledge of the great
world there, he undertook to insgiruct the
whole house of Nicklewitz, tomching their
dignity and interest.
Undex his direction, the peasants were not
aliowed tospeak in the old familiar
to their betters; the kitchen was obliged to
wait till the parlor had finished, and got only
broken vietuals; the rye-bread was weighed;
the guass was measured, and the boyar re-
solved 1o have Ratinka married without de-
lay. His determination was signified
week before Christmas, when, one evening
after dinner, Peter was sumimoned
| paxlor door, to see his master seated in great

ieasts.

§
e

the boy-'

eldest danghter, but the boyar and he |

forms |

to the|

with his pipe, tobaceo box, and af
'quart cup in the form of an eagle, filled to'it,

had never beheld the splendors of that apart
ment. [1s silver candle-sticks, 11s wails
covered with crimson leather, and its gilt
ceiling, which shone on the wedding festivi-
ties of Theodore’s great-grandfather, oves-
whelmed the Courland peasant, but his miad
was relieved from the weight of iis magnifi-
cence by his master detnanding: © Peter
Letski, when do you intend to marry Ra-
tinka, my uurse’s daughter? T will give her
a portion of twenty silver rubles. Father
Michael will be here in three days; and my
will is that you make ready for the wea-
ding.”

** Master,” said Peter quietly, “ it is my
fear, that Ratinka might not agree with my
mother.”

“Your mother!” cried the boyar fiercely,
for he had tried the brandy: * I'll have neo
such excuses. Either marry Ratinka, or
leave my land.”

Peter had never seen the boyar so angry
and he stemmered out in his confusion, ' [
knew how it would be when Trouble-the-
house came after the legacy.”

It so happened that Count Ratsehoff, wuo
sat drinking with the boyar, imagined, and
not without private reasons, that Peter was
speaking of him; so, with brandy in his
brain, he made but one bound from the table
to poor Peter, seized him by the collar of hie
sheepskin, and kicked him out of the hof.

Though a free man, Peter was brought up
in Livonia, and ran as fast as possible from
the Count's boots. The night was pitch
dark, for moon and stars were hidden by a
heavy mist; and when Peter thought of
quickening his pace, neither the hof norits
dependencies counld be seen. There.was a
red gleam on the plains before him, whick
he took to be the great pine torch shining
through his mother’s window. Old Roskin
was at home that day nursing their cow,
which had fallen sick, and Peter had sad ia-
telligence for her.

He knew it would break his mother’s heast
leave the old cottage, and she didn’t admise
Ratinka more than himself ; but the young
man resolved to go home and take her adviece,
anyway. The light guided him steadily
through the mist, but Peter never thought
the way so long. He quickened his pace;
the light grew larger and stronger. It wasn't
his mother's torch now, but the blaze of a
huge fire, which, to Peter's astonishment,
rose from the bishop's ruined castle, at the
entrance of which he found himself, while a
dead horse and an upturned sledge lay close
in the snow.

Peter had a good conscience, but he was
frightencd to the heart, when the sharp shrill
volce, once more salated him with : ' Petor
Letski that's a fine night 7 -

“ Middling,” said Peter. ** Who are you ¥
as, looking in its direetion, he saw a dwarf-
ish old man clothed in rags, which had onee
been rich fur and velvet, and so thin that his
bones seemed fleshless—striving to raise thie
upturned sledge.

“T'm a brother of the traveller you took
howe with the corn merchant’s legacy,” said
the dwarf,

“ Are there any more of you?” inguired
Peter.

* A great family, and like to 1
replied the dsvarf,
to raize this sledge,”

*Is it vours ?” said Peter, who wonld have
lielped anything, as between them the sledge

2 oreater,
“Come and help me

'was lifted, and he saw it was vichly lined

and gzaily painted.

“ Everything is ours,” cried the dwarl,
thrusting his hand under the erimson cushion
and drawing out a leather money-bag..
“Take this,” he continued, chincking it st
Peter's ear, “and I'll go home with vou.—
What are you iilil!!\il!;‘_ of EAE _"'_‘;_]:‘ Peler
held back both his hands, ** This would buy,
the land your coitage stands on; and the
bovar would be glad enough to sell it befocg
my brother's done with it."”

“ Tym thinking how ‘my mother wounld ik
? said Peter




